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THE DREAM 

M y dream ? Can 1 remember my dream ? 

I was floating down the nursery stair, 
And my little terrier ran in front 
With his feet treading on the air; 

And when we came to the dining-room, 

The King and the Queen were there. 

And father and mother, two and two; 

And a baby elephant from the Zoo, 

Each on a golden chair: 

And three soldiers, and Mary Rose 
Riding an ostrich, that pecked her toes, 
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And Uncle Jim 
Looking very trim. 

Eating a kipper, 

And, when they had sung to the King, 
They all sat down in a ring, 

And played at Hunt the Slipper. 


Then I saw a curling stream, 

And yellow flow Vs in a meadow; 
And six little green frogs 
Dancing a jig in the shadow; 

And the tune came from a bough. 
“ Tweet, tweet, quiver,*’ 

Sung by a little brown bird 
Swaying above the river. 
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So we all started to dance 
And Aunt Priscilla, too: 

Uncle Jim began to prance, 

And the baby elephant blew 
A curl of smoke from his cigar, 

As he sat and watched the evening star. 
And the little brown bird sang on, 
Swaying above the river: 

But a wind came whispering down 
And the leaves began to quiver. 
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Then with a crackly sound 
Uncle Jim went flat: 

He turned into a cricket bat: 

But Aunt Priscilla grew very round. 
And floated up like a black balloon 
Higher and higher, into the Moon. 






The stars fell out of the sky; 
The baby elephant whined: 

“ Time to get up,” said nurse: 
And “ Flap ” went the blind. 




THE TORTOISE AND THE 

BUTTERFLY 

S A F E in his fortress 
Of black and gold, 

When the world was young. 

The tortoise was old. 

Cabbage and lettuce, 

Tender and green, 

The tortoise changed 
To armour clean. 
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Before King Richard 
Was on the throne, 

He built for his body 
A palace of bone. 

King Richard is gone; 

But safe and still 
The tortoise peeps out 
Over his sill. 

In safety he comes. 

In safety goes: 

But another path 
The butterfly chose: 

Cabbage and lettuce 
And leaves of the may 
She changed into wings 
That would take her away! 
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She made her choice 
On the rim of a flower, 
To be young on the air 
And not old in a towV. 
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ROBERT IN BED 

T e n pink toes, 

Two brown feet, 
One button nose, 

A crumpled sheet: 

In a nest 
Robert lies 
Parted lip, 

Closing eyes: 

All at rest 
Now he seems 
With his ship 
And his dreams: 

Ten pink toes. 

Two brown feet, 

One button nose, 

A crumpled sheet. 
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the hairy dog 


M y dog’s so furry I Ve not seen 
His face for years and years: 
His eyes are buried out of sight, 
r only guess his ears. 

When people ask me tor his breed, 

I do not know or care; 

He has the beauty ot them all 
Hidden beneath his hair. 
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GOSSIP 


I D you never hear of Father Toff 
Who danced till both his legs flew off? 
Or of Mrs. Thimble? Or lazy Ned 
And the lobster in the bishop’s bed? 







You never heard of Mr. Boffin, 
Who roared a chorus night and day 
For fifty years; and in his coffin 
He is singing still, they say. 

You never saw them? Nor did I: 

I hope to meet them by and by. 






‘‘IF I COULD GO ANYWHERE” 

I F I could go anywhere, where would I be ? 

Up on the hill? Or sailing the sea? 

Riding a reindeer over the snow, 

Or with a merman swimming below ? 

If I could go anywhere, where would I rest? 

In a King’s Palace, or up in a nest? 

Up in the boughs or down in the hay ? 

Where would I be, if I had my way? 



I’d be with my friends, wherever they go, 
Riding a reindeer over the snow, 

Down in the hay, or up in a tree. 

Or chasing a merman under the sea. 



THE ELEPHANT 


H ere comes the elephant 
Swaying along 
With his cargo of children 
All singing a song: 

To the tinkle of laughter 
He goes on his way, 

And his cargo of children 
Have crowned him with may. 


19 



His legs are in leather 
And padded his toes: 

He can root up an oak 
With a whisk of his nose: 
With a wave of his trunk 
And a turn of his chin 
He can pull down a house, 
Or pick up a pin. 

Beneath his gray forehead 
A little eye peers; 

Of what is he thinking 
Between those wide ears? 
Of what does he think? 

If he wished to tease. 

He could twirl his keeper 
Over the trees: 

If he were not kind. 

He could play cup and ball 
With Robert and Helen, 
And Uncle Paul: 
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But that gray forehead, 
Those crinkled ears. 

Have learned to be kind 
In a hundred years: 

And so with the children 
He goes on his way 
To the tinkle of laughter 
And crowned with the may. 



EGGS 


B o B has blown a hundred eggs, 
Blue and olive, white and grey; 
Warbler, nightingale, and thrush, 

Bob has blown their songs away! 

Low in spotless wool they rest, 

Purest blue and clouded white, 
Streaked with cinnamon and red, 
Flecked with purples of the night: 

Mute and gleaming, row on row. 

Lie the tombstones of the spring! 
What a chorus would there be, 

If those eggs began to sing! 
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THE MARE 

L o o K at the mare of farmer Giles I 

She *s brushing her hooves on the mat: 
Look at the mare of farmer Giles I 
She *s knocked on the door, rat-a-tat 1 
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THE HOUSE OF DOGS 

H o w many dogs are in the house ? 

There *s Paddy, Bob, and Bess; 
Duke and Jester, Gelert, Grouse, 
Brandy and Jock, and Tess; 



^7 




Kestrel and Dreamer, Cloud and Tor, 
And I *d forgotten Mabel: 

Each has his place upon the floor, 

And some are on the table. 

Gelert is dreaming of a fox, 

And Brandy of a flea: 

Kestrel is eating Mary’s socks, 

And Duke is drinking tea. 
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Jester is chasing Jill the cat, 
Whose home is in the willow: 
The puppy sleeps in father’s hat, 
And Grouse on Mary’s pillow. 

How many dogs are in the house ? 
There’s Paddy, Bob, and Bess, 
Duke and Jester, Gelert, Grouse, 
Brandy and Jock and Tess ; 
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Kestrel and Dreamer, Cloud and Tor, 
And I'd forgotten Mabel; 

Each has his place upon the floor 
And some are on the table. 
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SKATING 

W H E N I try to skate, 
My feet are so wary 
They grit and they grate: 
And then I watch Mary 
Easily gliding, 

Like an ice-fairy; 
Skimming and curving, 
Out and in. 

With a turn of her head. 
And a lift of her chin. 

And a gleam of her eye, 
And a twirl and a spin; 
Sailing under 
The breathless hush 
Of the willows, and back 
To the frozen rush; 
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Out to the island 
And round the edge, 
Skirting the rim 
Of the crackling sedge, 
Swerving close 
To the poplar root, 

And round the lake 
On a single foot. 

With a three, and an eight, 
And a loop and a ring; 
Where Mary glides, 

The lake will sing! 



Out in the mist 
I hear her now 
Under the frost 
Of the willow-bough 
Easily sailing, 

Light and fleet, 

With the song of the lake 
Beneath her feet. 
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AUNT JANE 


A unt jane ’s in such a hurry, 
She makes us all perplexed, 

And when I’m in one moment, 

She’s always in the next. 
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When I ride a camel, 

She talks of getting down: 

And when I start to paddle, 

She speaks of boys who drown: 

She talks about the doctor, 

When cakes are going free: 

And when I stroke an elephant, 

She says 1 ’ll catch a flea. 

And she is always thinking 
Of dull times to come, 

“ Time for rest,” and time for bed,” 
And ** time for going home.” 
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Aunt Jane’s in such a hurry, 
She makes us all perplexed: 
And when I'm in one moment, 
She *s always in the next. 
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MIRACLES 

I * V E asked, but nobody can say 
How my pony *s made of hay: 

Or how Mary Rose and I 

Are made of cake and plums and pie. 
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I wonder how the truss of hay 
Which he munches up to-day, 
To-morrow can be pony too, 
Galloping with me and you. 



Happy pie and happy cake! 

What part of Mary do you make ? 
Are you lips, or eyes, or toes, 

Or in her cheek are you the rose ? 
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PIGEONS AT CHURCH 


D ong! Dong! ” 

The stroke of the hour! 
Pigeons are fluttering 
Out of the towV; 

One is on Peter 
And one on Paul; 

Three have settled 
On Mary’s shawl. 

Rustling wings 
Grey and white, 

Throats of green 
And purple light 
Cluster below 
At Mary’s feet: 

Now with a whir 
They’re over the street! 

Round the dome 
And into the blue 
Don’t you wish 
They had taken you ? 
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W HEN lights are out, Pat lifts his head, 
And tells a story from his bed 
Of men who fight by sea and land 
With cutlasses in either hand; 

Who make their mouths into a sheath 
And sharpen dirks upon their teeth; 

Of schooners heeling to the breeze 
That blows across the coral seas, 

And kegs of rum, and bars of gold, 

And corpses rolling in the hold. 

Then with a roar the dining-room 
Pours out its voices: through the gloom 
Borne on tobacco-laden air 
The sound of talk comes up the stair: 
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But where are now the coral seas ? 

And where is Pat? Lost on the breeze, 
With streaming flag the schooner fades 
And takes her captain to the shades. 
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THE CRICKET-FIELD 


D ays are short for me and you; 

Ere weVe done what we would do, 
When our game is scarce begun, 

Comes the setting of the sun. 

All the field grows blue and dim, 

As we watch his solemn rim 
Thinking, lonely in the shade, 

Of the runs we might have made. 

Far beneath the Northern Light 
Lies a land without a night: 

There to-morrow we will go! 

While the sun moves to and fro, 
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THE TOAD 


H ere is a toad: within this stone 
A thousand years he sat alone; 
He sat alone without a sky 
With none to give him sympathy. 

And now and then he woke from sleep: 
Each century a tear he’d weep, 

That fell upon his narrow floor. 
Without a window or a door: 

A thousand years in darkness furled 
To him that stone became a world. 

But yesterday beneath the rick 
I broke his prison with a pick: 

After a thousand years of thirst 
A man might drink until he burst; 

But that wise toad just blinked his eye 
And for his breakfast took a fly, 

And for his thirst to ease the pain 
Drank half a buttercup of rain. 
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BIRTHDAY GIFTS 


“ X T T H A T will you havc for your birthday ? 

VV Said the woman heating her pan: 

“ A slim white swan, or a crimson rose, 

A cat, or a little black man? 

“ What will you choose? said the woman, 
Stooping at the charcoal fire: 

“ A dappled foal, or a little white dog. 

Or the largest horse in the shire? 

“ What will you have for your birthday? 

Brown birds of lovely note. 

Or a peacock with a hundred eyes 
And no tune in his throat ? 

“ What will you choose, pretty lady? 

A county with its herds? 

Or will you ride the summer sky 
In a coach of ladybirds? ” 
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“ I do not choose a little white dog,” 
Said Anne; “ I want no herds: 

Or a peacock with a hundred eyes, 

Or a coach of ladybirds. 

” I do not want a slim white swan, 

Or a rose,” said Lady Anne; 

“ But I will choose your charcoal fire, 
Your ladle and rusted pan I ” 

She held her hand to the drifting smoke; 
” I see what I desire! ” 

But the lady had floated into the leaves 
With the blue mist of the fire. 




the farmer and the fairies 

A T Tilbarrow House on the edge of the wold. 

^ Farmer Jelf was in love witli his gold: 

Every night from cleft and chink 

He took his guineas and made them clink 
Dne by one from palm to palm, 

Or watched them resting, bright and calm. 

Head and tail, tail and head. 

Near the pillow of his bed; 

Or through the crevice of the board 
bpilt them in a flashing hoard 
1 inkling downward to the chest 
Where the money went to rest. 
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When on his table the guineas rang, 

He hated the tune that the blackbird sang: 
He hated Susan, his little maid. 

He hated the puppy, when it played: 

No other music could he hear, 

If the voice of gold was in his ear, 

And when at night he lay in bed, 

It went on clinking in his head. 

When from the villages around 
Light sprinkled on the frozen ground, 

On New Year's Eve, or Christmas Day, 

At Tilbarrow House there was no play. 

No games, or mistletoe, or toys. 

No whirling reel of girls and boys, 
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No one was there, but Farmer Jelf 
Counting his guineas by himself, 
And in the kitchen Susan Bright 
Eating her gruel by candle-liglit. 
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Even on the bluest day, 

At Tilbarrow the sky was gray; 
However frosty was the night, 

At Tilbarrow no star was bright. 

But other farmers thought it gain 
For Fanner Jelf to get the rain: 

“ Though on his sins the heavens cry, 
His crops,” they groaned, “ are never 
It seems the wicked prosper well! ” 
But they were wrong, as I shall tell. 
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All went well with Farmer Jelf, 

Though he cared not for man or elf, 

Until he went to plough the Ring, 

On Shapcut Edge, where the fairies sing 
Once a year, on Midsummer Eve, 

When the white owl floats above the cleeve. 
And moths go by on silent wing. 

Round the coppice flickering. 

The moon floods down on stack and fold 
Lighting the dusky waves of the wold. 

And the music whispers through the pines, 
Where the little people drink their wines; 
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The tune floats down, as the fairy tips 
The nodding hair-bell to her lips; 

And when the summer day is new, 
She lays her veil upon the dew. 
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It was a hundred years ago 

And the Ring was white with an inch of snow, 

When he drove his plough, where the mus hrooms grow: 
Drive as he would, the horses shied 
And shook their shaggy heads aside. 

With manes on end and bristling hair 
They pranced and reared and sniffed the air; 

Then with a plunge they broke the shaft, 

And cluttered homeward dazed and daft. 

The farmer followed with plodding feet. 

Panting his curses through the sleet; 
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And behind him, fine and airy, 
With the whisper from the pine, 
Came the laughter of a fairy 
Drinking fairy wine. 
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On Midsummer Eve at twelve o’clock 

On the door of the farm came a knock; knock; knock. 

There was no sound upon the hill: 

The hens were at roost; the house was still: 

Save forlhe tick of the grandfather clock, 

“ Tick-tock: Tick-tock.” 

Farmer Jelf sat up in bed 

With bleary eyes and scratched his head: 

“ Who’s there? ” he growled and swore: 

“ Who’s there knocking at the door? ” 

“ Queen or Court,” growled Farmer Jelf, 

“ You do not enter, man or elf I ” 

“ Tick-tock,” said the grandfather clock: 

But the key turned slowly in the lock. 

The farmer lifted up his gun; 

“ I’ll fire,” he said, ” at anyone! 

Hands up! who dares to come inside? ” 

But the door flew open wide. 

“ Stand back! ” he shouted. ‘‘ This house is mine! ” 
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Through the curtains of the bed. 

Trilling, rilling, overhead 
Came the sound of fairy laughter, 
Sparkling upward to the rafter, 

Like bubbles in a wine. 

“ The house is mine! ” roared the wind, 

“ Mine: time out of mind! 

Mine: I take what I find! ” 

The farmer fired his gun: bang I bang! 
From wall to wall the echo rang 
Surging outward onto the moor, 

And flakes of the wainscot fell to the floor. 
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Then a hundred voices spoke: 

ohoot me! Tm on the air! ” 

‘ And me! I’m in the smoke! ” 

And me! I’m up the stair!” 

And me! I’m in the oak! ” 

‘ Shoot me! I’m a flake of snow! ” 

.. Inhere! and here!” 

U A J your toe! ” 

And me! I’m in your earl ” 

“ Ha-ha ! ha-ha I 

He-he! he-he! 

Shoot at me! 

I’m everywhere! 

Shoot at me! 

Shoot at me! ” 



Ini began to rock 

CameTncing litla'ctirf 
Walked creaking up the stair. 
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Then a golden elf flew down to the chest 
Where the heap of guineas lay at rest: 

** I do not want your gold,” said he: 

“ I have more than I can tell! 

Its wings are swifter than the bee, 

And, where I fly, it follows me: 

I blow my horn to set it free: 

Say to your gold Farewell!’” 


Head and tail, tail and head, 

From under the pillow of the bed. 

With a chink and a clink from cranny and cleft. 
The guineas marched to right and to left, 

Onto the table and up to the shelf 
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They rolled in a column after the elf; 

They began to twirl and glimmer and glance 
And turned and flashed in a twinkling dance. 

With that he raised his horn and blew 
A single note, and outward flew 
And upward past the moonlit pine; 

A single note so clear and fine 
It seemed the night was listening: 

And every piece of gold took wing 
From hidden crannies in wall and stair 
And shimmered out on the midnight air, 
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And the farmer gallopped across the wold. 

To ride in chase of the flying gold. 

He never came back. On Tilbarrow Hill 
They say that he is hunting still: 

By Shapcut Edge and Cranberry Moss, 

Down the slope by the Hangman’s Cross, 

And up the brow near the Miller’s Stone 
They have seen him gallop and heard him moan, 
And glimmering low on the dusky sky 
The hoard of gold goes racing by. 
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TIM WILLOW 


W HEN Tim Willow 
Went to bed, 

He lay with his toes 
Beneath his head. 

When Tim Willow 
Began to snore, 

His toes were in bed 
And his chin on the floor; 
When Tim Willow 
Began to dream. 

He twiddled his feet 
And gave a scream: 

When Tim Willow 
Began to wake, 

Tim Willow was coiled 
On the floor, like a snake. 
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THE PRINCESS WHO VANISHED 

“■ttxhere's the Princess ? 

W She sat on her chair 
A moment ago; 

Now there *s nobody there. 
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“ She’s fading away 
With a skin so fine, 

I can see through her throat 
The ripple of wine. 

“ She’s floating away 
So faint and thin, 

When I looked at her brow, 
I lost her chin. 

“ Where’s the Princess? 
There’s no time to spare: 
Her glimmering feet 
Are lost in the air. 

“ Ankle and wrist 
And fingers fair, 

She fades away 

With the gleam of her hair. 

“ Where’s the Princess? 

She sat on her chair 
A moment ago; 

Now there’s nobody there.” 
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RETURN 


A p I c T u R E hangs above my door: 

A boy in a scarlet coat, 

And a dog with faded russet ears 
Lifting his shaggy throat. 
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These two were playing in the room 
A hundred years ago: 

The woods have risen and fallen twice 
Since then: the oak is low. 

To-day, scrawled on the rusted frame 
I read: “ Poor Tom has flown.” 

That faded T was crossed by me; 

The writing is my own. 

And sometimes in the night I hear 
Low padding on the floor; 

But in the morning, when I look. 

He’s still above the door. 
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“A SHIP SAILS UP TO BIDEFORD 


A s H I P sails up to Bideford; 

Upon a western breeze 
Mast by mast, sail over sail, 

She rises from the seas. 

And sights the hills of Devon 
And the misty English trees. 

She comes from Eastern islands; 
The sun is in her hold; 

She bears the fruit of Jaffa, 

Dates, oranges and gold: 
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She brings the silk of China, 

And bales of Persian dyes, 

And birds with sparkling feathers, 
And snakes with diamond eyes. 

She’s gliding in the starlight 
As white as any gull: 

The East is gliding with her 
In shadows of her hull. 

A ship sails up to Bideford, 

Upon a western breeze, 

With fruits of Eastern summers 
She rises from the seas, 

And sights the hills of Devon 
And the misty English trees. 
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THE POOL 


I 

W H o lives in the pool 
Dark and cool 
With its lilies that sleep 
On the glass of the deep ? 
From dawn to noon 
The pigeons croon 
On the cliffs above; 

And the blue rock-dove 
Stoops to drink, 

And preens at the brink 
The fan of her tail: 

As she floats to the vale, 
The dimples fade 
That her bill has made. 
And the trail of her feet 
Is a glassy sheet. 

Black and still 

On the knees of the hill. 
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II 

Tom looked at the pool on a night in June, 
When the water held a sleeping Moon: 

Walking home from the Tumblers* Inn 
He lay on the bank and saw her spin 
Round and round, and up and down: 

“ She sinks I ** he said. “ The Moon will drown! 
Til save her yet! *’ As Tom jumped in. 

She broke in pieces under his chin; 

She splashed his arm and lapped the sand, 

A silver ripple slipt his hand, 

Beneath the rushes she broke and fled; 

Among the lilies her drops were shed^ 

He swam on his back, and he swam on his breast 
Till the silver soaked his Sunday vest; 

He swam on his breast, and he swam on his side. 
Till round his legs her hair was tied: 

He tried to catch her half the night, 

But he could not hold her fingers white. 
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when with swimming Tom was daft, 
With panting lips he took a draught; 

If I can’t catch the Moon.” he said, 

I swear 111 drink the Moon instead' ” 
And weary then and glad to sleep 

He sipped at her and drank her deep: 

He took a lily for his cup, 

And in three draughts he drank her up. 
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THE FROWNING CLIFF 


T h e sea has a laugh 

And the cliff a frown; 
For the laugh of the sea 
Is wearing him down. 

Lipping and lapping, 

Frown as he may, 

The laughing sea 
Will eat him away; 

\ 

Knees and body, 

And tawny head, 

He’ll smile at last 
On a golden bed. 
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THE LAST HORN 

I D R E A M T St. Francis blew his horn 
As I lay in my tent, 

From the blue East to the misty West 
A single note was sent: 

Travelling out across the world, 

And up to the stars it went. 

As rippling downward through the cloud 
That clarion’s echo came, 

My dog sat up and pricked his ears 
As though he heard his name. 

St. Francis, lover of good hounds. 

Was calling up his pack. 

With gleams of chestnut and of gold. 
Dappled and silken black. 

With archM tail and feathered flank. 
They trotted at his back. 

St. Francis in the saddle turned 
With laughter in his eye 
To see the host of waving tails 
That kept him company. 
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The Huntsman gallopped on a cloud; 
Streaming across the blue 
I heard the music of the pack, 

And my dog followed too. 

A little dragon^ plumed and pert, 

He rose to range the sky, 

St. Francis, lover of good hounds, 
Had given him wings to fly. 
Greyhound and terrier, collie, Dane, 
And golden Labrador, 

With tail a-sway and rippling flank. 
And feathered feet before. 

With lopping ear and lifted head 
Went up to Heaven’s Door. 

Then did St. Francis turn and smile: 
Those hounds so free from sin 
At Heaven’s Door had laid them down 
And would not enter in. 

I saw that company at rest. 

And pray that soon or late 

They ’ll find their masters riding up 

To meet them, where they wait. 
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WIND 

« 

C OME out into the wind! 

And watch the bending pine, 
The surf blown to the sky, 

The sea like foaming wine i 
Come out into the wind, 

And see the raving trees 
And the pigeons arrowed high, 
Come and be wet with these I 
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SLEEP 

W HAT Strange birds are singing, 

In the boughs of Margery Square ? 
What strange birds are singing 
Out on the dusky air, 
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Fluting and jinking under the leaves, 

nd fluttering out of the shadowy eaves? 
i can hear a thousand feet 

Pittenng and pattering down the street; 

Ihe smallest people, that ever were seen. 

Ride over the flags behind their Queen: 
bhe trots on the cobbles below the house 
Rilhoned high on a little white mouse! 

Do you see, nurse? Do you hear?” 

Hush 1 ' she whispered. “ There’s no one there.” 
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“ What strange bells are ringing. 
Ringing in Margery Square ? 
Between the flutes and singing 
They drone and throb on the air: 
Surging in, above, below, 

Hovering, like flakes of snow, 
Breathing low, hushed, and deep? ” 
“ Sleep,” she whispered, “ Sleep.” 
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